SOME LETTERS OF
this and a newspaper clipping now and then, Harvard and her doings have been pure conjecture for me. I am sorry not to have been able to send anything for padding, but I have had neither time nor inclination to write. The outline of Italian II came to hand all right and I am infinitely obliged. I have put all my spare time on Dante so far, and probably shall not try now to work up Sheldon's course — I have not the nerve to throw such sand in the maw of the faculty Cerberus, lest he should turn and rend me. These days I suck much milk from the paps of the Wagnerian muse, so far without any symptoms of spiritual colic — Walkiire and Tannhauser last week, with a prospect of the whole Rheingold cycle next. Your flashlight description of the meeting of the church in Laodicea was most picturesque and made me horribly homesick for such communion — whether God is blackballed or not I am a candidate for the first vacant position as usher or organ-boy. Also the Italian restaurant a la Luino wrung my bowels with envious longings of a curious gastro-psychic complexity. We sail from Genoa May 24, and shall be in Boston by the 5th or 6th of June, so that I can attend to everything but the gown, which I
8but aside from
